









Chats With the Editor 
Teachers’ Pets—2 


Last week we talked about the 
tendency teachers have to like some students 
better than others. I said that courtesy and 
gratitude were two things a teacher likes 
very much in a student. I promised that I 
would tell you about some juniors I have 
known and let you decide which ones you 
would have liked best if you were a teacher. 

When I was leader of the junior divi- 
sion in a certain church, we gave the 
eighth-grade graduates a gift each year 
when they left our division. When we 
started the plan I thought the graduates 
would thank us leaders for the gifts, which 
were quite expensive. The classes always 
had twenty-five or more members. Each year 
when we gave the gifts about five or six, 
maybe seven, eighth-graders thanked us. 
Always there would be one who would 
write a thank-you note. Just one. Do you 
agree with me in thinking just a little bit 
more highly of that one student in each 
class who took the time to write? 

That’s gratitude again, isn’t it? Helpful- 
ness is another thing teachers like. At 
every Pathfinder meeting there is a certain 
amount of work that has to be done setting 
things out and clearing up afterward. I 
have known some juniors who disappeared 
any time there was work to be done. One 
Pathfinder stands out in my mind. After 
every meeting she took it on herself to 
straighten out the chairs in the gymnasium 
where we met. There were 250 chairs. 
When she had arranged the chairs, she put 
out the songbooks ready for chapel next 
day. Sometimes one or two of the other 
girls would help her; usually, she did it 
alone. Do you think I appreciated that 
kind of help? Wouldn’t you have appreci- 
ated it if you had been leader? (Not to be 
nosy, but what do you do when teacher 
asks for help?) 

We were having a party in a barn. The 
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boys piled up some bales of hay and jumped 
over them. After a while it was time for an- 
other activity, and I asked the boys to move 
the bales back against the wall. Some of 
the boys went on jumping. One boy took 
hold of a bale and pulled it over to the wall. 

See the difference? Suppose you were in 
charge of the party. 

Not long ago I was asked to go to an- 
other city and put on a demonstration be- 
fore a group of Pathfinders. I would need to 
take along quite a bit of equipment. I asked 
one of my Pathfinders if he would come 
with me to help set up the equipment and 
assist me in demonstrating it. I suggested he 
get a couple of other boys to come with us. 

When the day came for the demonstra- 
tion, I wondered whether the boy I had 
phoned had made the arrangements with 
the other boys the way he had said he 
would. I began to worry. But I didn’t need 
to. Several hours before we were to leave 
my telephone rang. “I’ve got two boys to 
go with us,” the boy said. “Just tell me 


when and where you want to meet us, and 
we'll be there.” 


And they were there, right on the dot. 
We drove to the other city. The three boys 
took all the equipment out of the car and 
helped set it up. Afterward, they took it 
down by themselves while I was talking to 
the other Pathfinder director. They put it 
all into my car, and when we got home 
they brought it into my house. Are you 
surprised that the next time I was asked 
to give the same demonstration I asked 
those same three boys to go with me? I 
knew they were helpful and reliable. I 
wasn’t playing favorites, was I? I was just 
using common sense. These boys had 
proved that I could depend on them. 


So now we have courtesy, gratitude, help- 
fulness, and reliability as things that make 
a teacher like a student. We still haven’t 
found much use for “influential fathers,” 
have we? There are still a couple of other 
qualities that help. We’ll talk about them 
next week when I tell you about the six 
Pathfinders I saw walking down the cor- 
ridor, and what happened when I lost my 
coat. 


Your friend, 


Vlburtene Wlaxwrel 
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Plane Crash at Our Gate 


By IDA 


: GREW up on a 6,000-acre farm in South 

Africa. Dad called the farm “Content,” and 
we were contented there, even though we 
were nearly five hundred miles from the 
nearest big city. 

\ Dad felt that even our neighbors were 
too close. After all, the nearest ones were 
two or three miles away. 

One day he told us exciting news. A fa- 
mous soldier, Major Miller, was going to fly 
to the city of Kimberley, thirty-five miles 
from our home. In those days there were no 
radio beams for planes to follow, so Major 
Miller was going to use the railroad tracks 
to guide himself by. These tracks went 
along the edge of our farm. Major Miller 
would be flying right by our house. For the 
first time in our lives we would see an air- 
plane. 

Daddy had more news. “The schools are 
laying plans to take all the children to 
Kimberley to watch the major land and to 
see the plane close up.” 








INGLE 


“Can we go?” I asked. 

“Well, my pet,” said dad, “the major is 
coming on Sabbath. And you know we do 
not go on jaunts just for pleasure on Sab- 
bath, do we?” Then, as if he read our 
thoughts, he added, “We'll be lucky, all the 
same, children, for the major will have to 
pass right overhead, that is, if he keeps to 
his route.” 

I could not remember ever having ridden 
in any moving thing on the Sabbath day, 
except when we went to a very special serv- 
ice at Beaconsfield in the first Adventist 
church in South Africa. We had been 
brought up that way. So we didn’t argue 
when dad told us we wouldn't be going to 
Kimberley in the train on Sabbath to see 
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There at last was Major Miller’s plane, "way up in 
the sky, the first airplane any of us had ever seen. 














Jack was soon very sorry that 
he had told his brother, 


"! Wish You Didn't 


Live Here!” 


By FLORENCE LYBERG CARLSON 


| oor looked at Ricky. What a lot of 
bother little brothers were! If only Ricky 
had never been born! 

It would have been different, Jack 
thought, if Ricky were more his own age. 
But the little boy was barely four, and Jack 
was nearly twelve! Ricky couldn’t play base- 
ball with him, and he couldn’t ride a bike. 
He was just in the way. 

It was even worse when mother wanted 
to leave Ricky at home while she went for 
groceries. What boy Jack’s age wanted to 
build houses with wooden blocks, or play in 
a sandpile? Even when Jack was ready to 
settle down with a good book, there was al- 
ways Ricky asking “Come play wif me?” 
What a bother he was! 

Today Jack felt kind of lucky. To be sure, 
mother had left Ricky while she went to 
visit Aunt Mamie for a couple of hours, but 
Ricky was sleeping! If Jack’s good fortune 
held, and if he was very, very quiet, maybe 
Ricky would sleep all the time mother was 
gone. 

Alas! It wasn’t more than a half hour be- 
fore a small voice came from the bedroom. 
“Mum-mie? Mum-mie?” Ricky was awake! 
Bah! 

Ricky was always supposed to sleep at 
least an hour, and it hadn’t been nearly that 
long yet. Jack ran into the bedroom. “You 
get right back to sleep, Ricky,” he snapped. 
“You haven’t had your nap yet. Honestly, 


sometimes I just wish you didn’t live here!” 
He walked out of the bedroom and slammed 
the door, hard enough so Ricky would know 
he meant every word he said. 

Now back to the book. 

Chapter ten, chapter eleven, chapter 
twelve. Guess Ricky went to sleep like a 
good boy. Chapter thirteen, chapter four- 
teen. This book was really tops! Better 
check Ricky, though, just once at least, so he 
could tell mother he had. 

Jack walked to the bedroom door, opened 
it quietly so he wouldn't wake Ricky, and 
peeked in. 

Ricky wasn’t there! Jack looked under 
the crib, in the closet, in the bathroom. 
“Ricky? Where are you, Ricky?” There was 
no answer. Jack had always been sure he’d 
never care what happened to Ricky, but 
right now he was worried. Strange. 

He noticed that the window screen had 
fallen outside. The window was only two 
feet from the ground. Maybe Ricky had 
gone out through the window to play in the 
sandbox. Jack felt relieved as he made his 
way through the hall, into the kitchen, out 
the back door. Now, just around the m™@ 
and there would be Ricky in the sandbox. 

Ricky was mot in the sandbox. Now Jack 
was really worried. What if mother came 
back and found the little boy gone? 

Jack hurried through the back alley, down 
the street to Mrs. Anderson’s house. Ricky 
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was always asking to go and play with Jamie. 

“No, Jamie is still taking his nap. I 
haven't seen a thing of Ricky,” Mrs. Ander- 
son said. “Listen, Jack, | think we'd better 
call your mother right away, and then 
maybe notify the police too.” 

Mrs. Anderson was dialing Aunt Mamie’s 
number already. Oh, dear, now mother 
would find out what a terrible baby-sitter 
he was. 

“Your mother will be right there,” Mrs. 

Qiese2 said, hanging up. “She’s worried, 

too, Jack. You’d better go on home to meet 
her. Then you can decide what to do. If I 
were you, though, I'd call the police.” 

Jack ran back through the alley to his 
house, checked the sandbox again, and ran 

into Rick’s room. Of course, he couldn’t ex- 
pect to find Ricky there. But it helped to 
quiet his conscience to take another peek. If 
only he hadn’t told Ricky that he wished he 
didn’t live here! 

The family car was pulling up in front 
right now. Mother got out quickly and ran 
into the house. “Jack? Jack?” She was ter- 
ribly worried. Jack could tell by the sound 
of her voice. It shook. 

“Right here, Mom. I’m awfully sorry,” 


























Jack said. “I didn’t know he’d gone till I 
went in to check him. I thought he was still 
sleeping, but he wasn’t even in the room.” 

“There are two things | want to do, Jack,” 
mother was saying. “Dial the police for me 
first. We'd better have them start looking. 
What did Rick have on, Jack? Run into his 
bedroom and see if he put on his jeans after 
he woke up.” 

Yes, Ricky had put on his blue jeans, and 
his bright red T-shirt. That would make it 
easier to find him. The T-shirt had 
“R-i-c-k-y” spelled out in front. The police 
were given the description. They’d have a 
car Out in minutes, searching. 

Mother hung up the phone. “Now, Jack, 
one more thing, and quickly. We must pray. 
God can help us. Oh, I hope Ricky isn’t hurt. 
Poor little fellow.” 

Mother and son knelt beside the sofa, and 
mother prayed earnestly that they would 
find Ricky very, very soon. The police of- 
ficer had suggested that they stay at home in 
case Ricky wandered back there again. 

Mother walked toward the telephone. 
She'd have to call daddy right away. Maybe 
he could look around downtown. Ricky al- 

To page 19 
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Jack opened the door quietly and looked in to check on Ricky—but the little boy wasn’t there! 
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Third of Three Parts * 


By JAN S. DOWARD 


, pti on that snowball ice pan with 
his dogs, adrift at night in a bay off the 
shore of Labrador, Missionary Dr. Grenfell 
could hardly believe his senses. In despera- 
tion he had just prayed that God would stop 
the wind that was blowing him out to sea, 
but he had not really expected the answer 
to come so suddenly. In an instant the wind 
died down, a light air came from the south, 
and then all was stark calm, a very strange 
thing to happen along the coasts of the 
North Atlantic—where the wind always 
blows. 

When the wind stopped, the ice chunks 
soon spread out, leaving no open water be- 
tween. It was freezing, and Dr. Grenfell 
recognized that his chances for survival had 
now increased. If the bay froze solid he 
could soon get back to land, for by now he 
and his dogs had drifted near another vil- 
lage called Goose Cove. 

Dr. Grenfell cuddled closer to Doc. 
“Might as well get some more sleep, old 
boy,” he said to the big dog. “We can’t do 
anything until morning anyway.” 


Of course Doc could not understand & 4 
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It was the most crooked flagpole Dr. Grenfell had 
ever seen, but he hoped someone on shore would see 
the waving shirt and come in a boat to rescue him. 

















words, but he did know that his master in- 
tended to sleep some more, and for this he 
was glad. It meant a lot more warmth 
against his own flanks. 

The doctor had not been asleep long, 
however, when he awoke with a start. A 
thought was hammering in his brain: “Get 
a flag ready ... get a flag ready.” But there 
was no flag and no pole, so the doctor began 
to search for a substitute. Reaching behind 
him for the carcasses of his dead dogs, he 


7 | e their legs. They were frozen stiff. If he 


uld cut those legs off and tie them to- 
gether with the remaining pieces of rope 
and harness they would make a crooked 
flagpole. 

“And as soon as it is light, I'll sacrifice my 
shirt for the flag,” he said. 

Cutting off the frozen dogs’ legs in the 
dark was very difficult, and the doctor had to 
work at it with his knife for a long time. 
Then there remained the job of hooking the 
legs together. All this work used up much 
of his energy. Dr. Grenfell had not eaten 
since six o'clock the previous morning, but 
he had kept back both hunger and thirst by 
chewing on a rubber band. 

At dawn he shed his shirt to use it for a 
flag. He found after he was stripped to the 
waist that he wasn’t nearly as cold as he had 
thought he would be. Soon he was waving 
the makeshift flag above his head on the 
most crooked flagpole he had ever seen. 

Dr. Grenfell had draped the dog skins 
over his back with the fur side in so that 
from a distance he was sure he must have 
looked as if he was wearing Joseph's coat. 
He was determined to keep waving just in 
case someone on shore—about five and a 
half miles away—might see him. With the 
combination of the waving motion and the 
sun’s rays thawing out the joints of the dogs’ 
legs, the flagpole soon twisted and tied it- 
self into knots. Dr. Grenfell could, however, 
still lift ic about three feet above his head, 
and that was important. 


7 *@ “Whew! This is hard work,” he said at 


st. “I can’t keep it up for long.” 

The weary doctor was afraid to sit down, 
however, as the moment when he sat might 
be the very time someone on shore would 
be looking toward the sea. Once or twice he 
thought he saw some men on the white- 
faced cliffs, but on closer examination the 
“men” proved to be only trees. He noticed, 
too, that a glittering object kept rising and 
falling on the water, but that was nothing to 


aid him, he thought, only “a small piece of 
ice sparkling in the sunlight.” 

Each time he sat down to rest good old 
Doc would come over and lick him in the 
face as if to say, “Come on, let’s get started 
again.” The other dogs were becoming rest- 
less, too, and Dr. Grenfell was estimating 
just how long it would be before the sun's 
rays and the movement of the dogs would 
completely destroy the pan their lives de- 
pended on. 

All the time an old hymn the doctor had 
sung during his childhood kept coming 
back to him: 


“My God, my Father, while I stray 
Far from home on life’s dark way, 
Oh, teach me from my heart to say, 

Thy will be done!” 


Meanwhile, the fisherfolk along the shore 
had spent a very miserable night thinking 
about the doctor. You see, they knew he 
was out there, but they could not get to 
him. 

Four men who had been cutting out some 
dead seals from a frozen cache had noticed 
a man and his dogs on the ice when the 
doctor had drifted clear of Hare Island the 
night before. One man, with keen fisher- 
man’s eyes, had spotted him first, and then 
all the others saw him too. Immediately 
they had set out for the nearest village with 
the report that someone was on the ice and 
drifting out to sea. 

One man on that coast line owned a spy- 
glass, and as soon as he heard the report he 
left his supper and went to the cliffs to 
scan the ice. Although it was nearly dark, he 
finally found someone waving his arms. At 
that very time Dr. Grenfell had come to 
the conclusion that his waving was a waste 
of time. Surely no one could see him. The 
truth of the matter was, however, that a man 
with a spyglass kept track of him all eve- 
ning. 

It did not take long for the villagers to 
figure out who that man on the ice was. 
There are so very few people along that 
coast, that the village soon knew that the 
man on the ice must be Dr. Grenfell. They 
tried at once to launch a boat, but with the 
heavy surf hurling huge blocks of ice on the 
landwash it was impossible to attempt a 
rescue. Miles of ice stretched between the 
shore and the doctor, night was falling, and 
the wind would be blowing against the men 
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Tue INVENTION OF THE HAMMER 
ACTION USED IN MODERN 
PIANOS 1S CREDITED TO 


BARTOLOMMEO CRISTOFORI, 
AN ITALIAN HARPSICHORD 
MAKER, WHO WAS BORN MAY 6, 
1655. ALTHOUGH THE ORIGINAL 
MECHANISM HAS BEEN MODIFIED 
SIMPLIFIED, AND IMPROVED 
DOZENS OF WAYS, THE 
ESSENTIAL IDEA is STILL 
THAT OF CRISTOFORI 
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Jeonardo da Vinci, 
WHO DIED MAY 2, 1519, HAD 
ONE OF THE MOST CREATIVE MINDS 
IN HISTORY. ALTHOUGH WELL KNOWN IN 
THE FIELD OF ART FOR HIS MONA LISA , 
AND THE LAST SUPPER DA VINCI WAS ALSO 





OBSERVING THE FL/6HT 
OF BIRDS IN AN ATTEMPT 
TO BUILD A FLYING MACHINE 


















SOMEWHAT OF AN 
INVENTOR. IN HIS 
NOTEBOOKS WERE 
FOUND DESIGNS FOR 
MANY INVENTIONS, 
INCLUDING A DIVING 
SUIT, BRIDGES, A 
FLYING MACHINE, 
AND EVEN A 
SUBMARINE / 














as they tried to row; so these hardy stalwarts 
of the sea had to turn their backs on the 
man they loved so much. They must wait for 
the morning. 

Many a person had tears in his eyes that 
night. What hope was there of ever seeing 
the dear doctor’s face again! Even if Dr. 
Grenfell survived the night, the villagers 
were sure it would be certain death to try to 
rescue him. Before the dawn came, though, 
several young men had volunteered to make 
an attempt. 

No one knows the thoughts that early 
morning of the wives and children of the 
five men who set out to sea. Many a fisher- 
man has lost his life under such circum- 
stances. Only two years before, a father and 
two sons had put to sea to aid a man and 
had never returned. Yes, the folks left stand- 
ing on the beach prayed. They prayed that 
God would help those strong muscles and 
backs to be even stronger—to be able to en- 
dure the rigorous trip over the ice for their 
missionary doctor. 

Back on the ice pan, unaware that rescue 
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was already on the way, Dr. Grenfell kept 
waving his flag about every two minutes. 
He had hunted up a piece of clear ice out 
of which he hoped to make a burning glass 
to start a fire with some of the dried stuffings 
from his improvised leggings. He thought 
that if he could get a smoke signal up some- 
one would be sure to see him. Suddenly, as 
he took up his crooked flagpole, he thought 
he saw again the sparkling of an unusually 
bright piece of ice. He squinted in the sun- 
light, for by now he was partly snow-blind 
from the glare. 

Was the sparkle caused by water dripping 
off an oar? The idea was so sudden and so 


exciting it sent the blood rushing to i® 


brain. But no, it couldn’t be an oar. It woulc 
be impossible for anyone to row out here. 
The doctor turned back to his work of try- 
ing to start a fire. 

The next time he waved his flag, how- 
ever, he was sure that the glittering in the 
distance was not from just a piece of ice 
bobbing on the surface. He kept his eyes 

To page 17 
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Whales Are Exciting! 





By GRACE V. WATKINS 


F YOU were choosing the most exciting 
group of animals in the world for your 
hobby, whales would be a good choice. 

Why so? Whales are so big and do such 
surprising things. 

How about this for a starter? A full- 
grown blue whale is four times the length 
of a bus. His tongue weighs three tons, as 
much as an adult elephant. If you (and sev- 
eral hundred pals) could hoist a full-grown 
blue whale onto one side of a scale, you 
would need to pile thirty-six elephants onto 
the other side to balance him. 

And how’s this one? During part of his 
life, a baby blue whale gains 10 pounds ev- 
ery hour, or 240 pounds a day. 

Seafaring stories often tell about the wild 
excitement on a ship when somebody calls 
out that a whale is blowing water into the 
air. Is this true or false? Do whales blow 
water? Well, it’s not exactly true. Whales 
don’t spout water from their nostrils. If they 
took water up their nostrils, they would 
choke, just as you or I would. But when 
whales are getting ready to dive, they fill 
their lungs with air; then later, when they 
resurface, they blow out this air, which is 


warm and moist from being in the whale’s 
lungs. The moisture condenses when it 
strikes the colder air outside. So the stream 
of air and vapor blown out looks like a 
fountain of water. 

Did you ever wonder how long whales 
can stay down? Students of this big animal 
say about 40 minutes. How deep can the 
giants dive? Why doesn’t the pressure of 
the water above a diving whale crush him? 
The answer to that second question is that 
whales have heavy layers of fat or blubber, 
sometimes 20 inches thick. 

For years biologists were as curious as you 
are about how deep a whale can dive. After 
they had made all sorts of guesses, in 1932 
they got their answer when a drowned 
sperm whale that had had the misfortune 
to tangle with an underwater telegraph 
cable was brought up along with the cable. 
How far down had the whale met with his 
accident? 3,200 feet! 

Baby whales are the largest babies in the 
world. With some types of whales, when 
Junior is born, he’s almost half as long as 
his mother. And did you know that a baby 


To page 14 


Whales are huge creatures. They may be more than a hundred feet long and gain 240 pounds a day. 
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WHAT WOULD WE DO WITHOUT 
MOTHER? 


Poetry Award 


By CAROLE RASMUSSEN, Age 13 
Arpin, Wisconsin 


What would we do without mother, 
So kind, so strong, so brave? 
What would we do without mother 
To make us all behave? 

What would we do without mother, 
Working every day 

To earn sufficient money 
Our many bills to pay? 


What would we do without mother 
When troubles come our way? 
What would we do without mother 
To teach us to obey? 

What would we do without mother 
To teach us lessons true? 

So this short verse I'm writing, 
Dear Mother, just for you. 





MY TALKING BIRD 


First True-Story Award 
By CAROL JANE MITCHELL, Age 12 


Indianapolis, Indiana 


I wondered where I was going. Some men 
put me in a cage and placed me on a big 
ship with some of my other friends. 

I hated to leave my beautiful jungle 
home among the tall trees and beautiful 
flowers. 

I heard one of the men say that we were 
going to America. 
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Perhaps these were thoughts of the bla 
silky myna bird that is now my pet. 

He was only about three months old 
when he came to live with us. We called 
him Joe. 

About one of the first things he learned 
was a sweet little whistle, which he gave 
early in the morning to call us. 

He picked up some other things we 
didn’t teach him also, such as calling the cat 
and mocking us when we laughed. 

Joe has black beady eyes and watches ev- 
erything that goes on. If you ever enter the 
room where he is, don’t be surprised if you 
are asked to leave. One of his favorite say- 
ings is, “You get out of here.” 

Joe loves to take a bath too. If he doesn’t 
get his bath tub, he takes a bath in his 
drinking water. 

I think a myna bird is an interesting and 
wonderful pet. 
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| SEE GOD 


First Poetry Award 


By CAROLE L. WALDE, Age 12 
Takoma Park, Maryland 


I see God in the sunshine, 
That sends abroad its light. 
I see Him in the flowers— 
In the dull ones and the bright. 
I see God in the oceans, 
So very deep and wide, 
And when I get in trouble 
1 see Him by my side. 
I see God in the treetops 
Which sway and wave all day. 
I see Him in the squirrels 
That scamper at their play. 
| see Him in the pathway 
Where righteous men have trod. 
Yes, in all of these things 
I see the works of God. 
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GOD AND MY GLASSES 


True-Story Award 


By RUSSELL LLOYD, Age 11 
Olympia, Washington 


One day I went to my aunt’s house to 
make apple juice with my brother and a 
friend. When we were almost through, we 
three boys went to play football. I took off 
my glasses and put them on the fender of 
my aunt's car. When I went home I forgot 
the glasses and left them behind. 

The next day when I was ready for school 
I didn’t have the glasses and couldn’t remem- 
ber where I had left them. 

Mamma told me to look along the road 
as I walked to school. When I got to the 
school I called mamma and told her I hadn’t 
found them. She said she might have to go 
and help me. 

I said a little prayer. When my aunt came 
to get us my glasses were still on the car. 

Uphill and down the car had gone. How 
had the glasses stayed on? 

I gave a prayer of thanks. 


A CLOSE CALL 


True-Story Award 


By VICKI CAMPBELL, Age 13 
Detroit, Michigan 


When I was eleven I visited Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania. 

One chilly afternoon my cousins and I 
were on our way home from school. The 
cousins were ahead of me, and I was eager 
to cross the street so I could catch the bus. 

In my haste I didn’t notice an oncoming 
car turning the corner. I dashed out across 
the street and suddenly S-C-R-E-E-C-H! 
Someone shouted, “Watch out!” 

There, about one inch from me was a Car. 
It was a miracle that the car hadn’t struck 
me. The bus driver remarked, “That’s the 
closest I’ve ever seen.” 

I am sure it was nothing but the hand of 
God that prevented me from being seri- 
ously injured or killed. 

As I sat on the bus I sent up a silent grate- 
ful prayer, thanking the Lord for saving my 
life. 








GOLDEN: HARVEST 
First Art Award 


By RICHARD TROTT, Age 12 
Mount Vernon, Ohio 


GREAT IS HIS NAME 


Poetry Award 
By KAREN LANE, Age 12 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 


Great is His name 
Who has given us birds, 
Who has given us trees, 
And given kind words. 


Great is His name 
Who has done kind deeds, 
Who has given us strength, 
And provided our needs. 


INVESTMENT LAMBS 


True-Story Award 
By KAROLYN HARTWIG, Age 12 
Walthill, Nebraska 


One day when it was below zero mom 
went outside to see if the ewes had any 
lambs. She found two lambs almost frozen 
to death. 

She brought them in, and we rubbed 
them a long time. Then we got down on our 
knees and prayed that if they would live we 
would sell them for Investment. 

In the morning they were better and we 
could feed them. When we sold them we 
gave the money as an offering. 
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Did you know there is to be a special offering for 
disaster and famine relief on Sabbath, May 9? 


JACK’S QUARTE 
@ « 


ee upon a time there was a little boy 
whose name was Jack. He lived with 
his mother in a lovely little house, near a 
lovely little town, where there was a lovely 
little church. Every week Jack attended Sab- 
bath school in that lovely little church, and 
every week his mother gave him a quarter 
for his mission offering. Every week he 
heard stories about the missionaries in 
China and India and Africa, and Jack was 
very happy because his quarter went to help 
those missionaries every week. 

One day as Jack started off to Sabbath 
school with a quarter in his pocket, Satan 
caught up with him and whispered in his 
ear, “Why don’t you keep that quarter just 
for once? Nobody would ever know! The 
missionaries would never miss one little 
quarter, and look what you could buy for 
yourself for a quarter—enough gum to 
chew all week long, or five candy bars, or 
five ice cream cones! Heh! Why don’t you? 
Why don’t you keep the quarter? Just 
once!” And Jack listened to Satan and he 
said to himself, “I believe I will, just once!” 

And when the offering was taken up, 
Jack just put his empty hand over the enve- 
lope, and left his bright shiny quarter down 
deep in his pocket. But all the time Miss 
Armstrong was teaching the lesson Jack was 
thinking about that quarter. The room 
seemed to be getting hot. His face was 
burning! Was the quarter still there? He 
put his hand in his pocket to feel—yes, it 
was still there. 

All during the church service he was 
thinking about that quarter and what he 
would buy with it. He felt again, and again. 
The room was hot now! His ears were burn- 
ing now! He wasn’t feeling well, and he be- 
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By ERIC B. HARE 


gan to wish—— At last they were singing 
the closing hymn. Jack hurried out of 
church and home as fast as he could go. 

“Where can I put my quarter?” he thought 
to himself. “If I keep it in my pocket it may 
fall out, or mother might find it. I know, I'll 
put it under the corner of the rug in my 
room!” 

When mother came home she said, “Jack, 
are you well? Your face seems flushed. I 
hope you are not getting sick.” 

“Oh, no, Mother, I’m not sick! I—er—I 
just ran home, maybe that’s it.’ 

“Maybe it is,” said mother. But she 
couldn't help noticing how quiet Jack was, 
and that he didn’t pass his plate for more 
pie. 

That was the longest afternoon Jack ever 
lived. He usually liked to walk in the woods, 
but he was afraid that if he went too far away 
mother might accidentally find his hidden 
quarter, so he stayed in his room most of the 
time and thought and thought and thought 
about spending -his quarter in the morning. 

Usually Jack liked to stay up late as pos- 
sible at night, but this night he was glad 
when mother suggested that he go to bed 
early, for his face was still flushed and his 
ears were so red! She said, “I hope you're not 
coming down with the measles or some- 
thing.” 

“Oh, no, Mother,” said Jack. “I’m sure 
everything will be all right in the morning.” 

Jack undressed, got into his pajamas, 
peeked under the rug to see if the quarter 
was still there, said his prayers, and jumped 
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Jack pulled back the carpet and hid the quarter 
underneath it. Now mother wouldn’t know he had it. 











TER 







into bed. “Whew,” he said as he pulled up 
the covers, “it was hard work to say my 
prayers, especially when I got down to 
‘Bless the missionaries. I almost wish I 
hadn’t kept that quarter! I wonder if any- 
body knows.” 

Jack shut his eyes tight and lay a long 
time, but he couldn’t go to sleep. He turned 
on his right side, then on his left side, but 
he couldn’t go to sleep. He could still feel 
the spot where that quarter had been in his 
pocket. He used to love thinking about the 
missionaries and praying for them, but now 
“Whew, if only I could go to sleep!” 

And after a long time he went to sleep, 
but his quarter and his flushed face and red 
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ears, and the missionaries, went round and 
round in his head till he began to dream: 

He was sitting on the rug, the rug where 
he had hidden his quarter. It seemed to be 
floating, flying through space. Up over the 
hills and over the ocean he flew, and all of a 
sudden he was in China. There was one of 
the missionaries handing out a bowl of rice 
to each person in a long row of starving peo- 
ple, suffering because of famine. Just as 
Jack arrived he saw a thin, ragged, little 
Chinese boy lift up his bowl for some rice, 
and he heard the missionary say, “I’m sorry, 
but there is no more rice. You see, Jack kept 
his quarter last Sabbath, so you must go 
without rice today.” And the hungry little 
boy turned away weeping. 

Jack shut his eyes. He couldn’t bear to 
look. Oh, how he wished But the rug 
was floating again. It was flying through 
space. Up over the hills and over the ocean 
he flew, and all of a sudden he was in India 
at one of the mission hospitals. He saw a lit- 
tle girl knocking at the door, and when the 
missionary nurse came out the little girl 
said, “Salaam! Would you please give me 
some medicine for my baby brother? 





Mother sent me.” And the nurse said, “I’m 
sorry, but I can’t give you any medicine to- 
day, dear. You see, Jack kept his quarter, so 
we have no medicine for your sick brother.” 
And the little girl turned and walked away 
with tears streaming down her face. 





Jack shut his eyes. He couldn’t bear to 
look. Oh, how he wished But the rug 
was floating again. It was flying through 
space, up over the hills and over the ocean, 
and all of a sudden he was in Africa. And 
there was one of the mission schools. The 
boys inside were clean and happy. But one 











SOUNDS | LIKE 
By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


I like to hear the waves come 
Rushing up the shore. 

I like to hear the nuts fall 
On the forest floor. 


I like to hear the wild wind 
Swishing through the trees. 

I like to hear the frost creak 
When there has been a freeze. 


I like to hear the thunder 
Roll with might and main. 

I like to hear the raindrops 
On my windowpane. 


But the sound | like far better 
Than others far or near, 

Is when my mother whispers, 
"I love you, love you, dear.” 





little boy was lying on the ground outside, 
looking longingly through the fence. “Why 
don’t you go inside and join those happy 
boys in school?” Jack asked him in his 
dream. “Because,” sobbed the little orphan 
boy, “because Jack kept his quarter and they 
haven’t enough money to take in any more 
little boys. Jack wanted to buy gum and 
candy and ice cream cones.” And Jack felt 
so terrible he began to cry, and as he sobbed 
he woke himself up. 

“Oh,” he said, “what an awful dream I’ve 
had!” He sat up in bed, rubbed his eyes, then 
jumped out of bed to see if his quarter was 
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still under the rug. Oh goody, there it was; 
he hadn’t spent it yet. Maybe there would 
still be time to get it into the offering. He 
could hardly wait until morning, and by the 
time mother was up, Jack was dressed and 
bounding down the stairs. 

“Are you feeling better this morning?” 
said mother in surprise. 

“Yes, Mother, I’m feeling much better. 
I'll be back soon. I’m just going over to Miss 
Armstrong’s for a moment.” 

Up the street he ran and didn’t stop till 
he knocked on the door of Miss Arm- 
strong’s house. “Oh, Miss Armstrong,” he 
said as she opened the door, “Miss Arm- 
strong, could I put this quarter in with yes- 
terday’s mission offering? Satan tempted me 
to keep it for myself, but I had such an aw- 
ful dream.” He told her about the hungry 
little Chinese boy, the little Indian baby, 
and the African orphan boy—all starving, 
sick, and homeless. And he added, “Oh, I'll 
Mever, mever, mever be tempted to keep 
back my mission offerings any more.” 

“Yes, of course, we can get that quarter 
in with yesterday’s mission offering. Come, 
I'll go with you to the church treasurer's 
place just around the corner.” 

As Jack ran home, his face wasn’t red any 
more, and his ears weren’t red any more, 
and he told his mother all about it. Mother 
put her arms around him and held him 
tight as she said, “I’m so glad.” 

When they had worship that morning 
and prayed for the missionaries in China 
and India and Africa, how easy it was to 
pray! 

Now, how much can you give for the of- 
fering, so the missionaries will have medi- 
cines and food for sick and hungry chil- 
dren? 


Whales Are Exciting! 
From page 9 


whale is fed with his mother’s milk, just as 


any other young mammal is? For the wha 


is a mammal, not a fish. When mealtime 
comes around, mother rolls on her side and 
Junior has his lunch with his nostrils out of 
the water. 

There are many kinds of whales, but the 
largest is the blue whale. One of these, 
when measured, was found to be 108 feet 
long and weighed 160,000 pounds. Another 

To page 17 
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The Boy Whose Name Didn't Fit 


By BERT RHOADS 


a and his twin brother were born 
near Plymouth, Massachusetts. When 
they were only two months old their father 
died. Their mother had to weave cloth to 
earn food and clothing for the children. 

Ichabod—what a terrible name for a boy! 
It is a Bible name that means “The glory is 
departed.” But Ichabod was not a boy to let 
his name keep him down. 

At the age of nine he was “put out to 
live.” That means he was turned over to a 
man and had to work for him for five years. 
He was given food and clothing but no pay. 


ws > 


wry 





JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


Ichabod milked cows because he had to, but all the 
time he was milking he was laying plans for his life. 


Ichabod’s duties were to care for a horse and 
two cows, get wood for the fires, run er- 
rands, and work in a harness-making shop. 
If Ichabod’s master had been kind, the job 
would have been hard enough. But his mas- 
ter was harsh and cruel. Ichabod had to sleep 
in a cold attic. He was awakened early to 
build fires and milk cows. There was plenty 
of loneliness, and he shed many tears. 

But Ichabod did his work well, and by the 
time he had finished the five years with 
this harsh master he was an expert harness 
maker. 

At the age of sixteen he started to work 
for a blacksmith in Worcester, Massachu- 
setts. Worcester was eighty miles from his 
mother’s home near Plymouth. Ichabod was 
so lonesome that many times he cried him- 
self to sleep. But there was something to do 
besides crying. The boy became interested 
in his work, made rapid progress, and soon 
became skillful in the use of tools. He was 
required to work from sunrise to sunset. In 
winter he had to work till nine o'clock in 
the evening. He received no pay. However, 
he managed to get a little time to himself 
and made toasting irons, which he sold for 
$1.25 each. Some of this money he spent to 
buy a book. He went to church on Sundays 
and paid fifty cents a year to sit in a seat in 
the balcony. Ichabod’s mother was a godly 
woman. She had taught her children to do 
right and had kept them in school as much 
as possible. 

After Ichabod had served his time with 
this blacksmith, he began to manufacture 
wire. At that time, no really good wire was 
being made anywhere in the United States. 
What wire there was was made by drawing 
a soft, hot iron rod through a small hole. If 
smaller wire was desired, the hot wire was 
drawn again through a smaller hole. 

The machine in Ichabod’s shop would 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


lf you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Linda Mabley, age 11. 2732 Marley Trail, Cal- 
gary, Alberta, Canada. Art, baking, cooking, hiking, 
knitting, nature study, photography, piano, reading, 
sewing, singing, skating, swimming. 

Phoebe Lachica, age 16. Southern Mindanao 
Junior Academy, Digos, Davao, Philippine Islands. 
Reading, writing. 

Nona Alabado. Southern Mindanao Junior Acad- 
emy, Digos, Davao, Philippine Islands. Sewing, cook- 
ing. 

Oseas Arroyo. Amaga, Sigma, Capiz, Philippine 
Islands. Singing, skating, volleyball. 

Flora A. Arroyo. Amaga, Sigma, Capiz, Philippine 
Islands. Stamps, reading, badminton, photos, sou- 
venirs. 

Keith Coulter, Lillooet, British Columbia, Canada. 
Swimming, model airplanes, biking, photos, reading, 
art. 

Momba Tisha, age 14. Golden, Oklahoma, U.S.A. 
Basketball. 

Maris Tisha, age 10. Golden, Oklahoma, U.S.A. 
Reading. 

Zdzisia Babicka, age 11. Krakow 1, Skrytka Poc- 
stowa 731, Poland, Europe. Singing, reading, pets, 
stamps, coins, shells. 

Elunia Babicka, age 12. Krakow 1, Skrytka Poc- 
stowa 731, Poland, Europe. Stamps, reading, knitting, 
sports, match folders. 

Bernice Cornforth, age 14. 499 N. E. Sterling 
Drive, Roseburg, Oregon, U.S.A. Reading, music, 
post cards, baseball, volleyball. 

Marjorie Stredni, age 12. 30 W. Dewey, Youngs- 
town 7, Ohio. Swimming, skating. 

Harold Waldrip, 35 Alton Road, Cooranbong, New 
South Wales, Australia. Coins, stamps, photography, 
post cards, reading, souvenirs. 

Carolyn Slate, age 12. North East, Maryland, 
U.S.A. Cooking, sewing, pictures. 

Bonnie Slate, age 10. North East, Maryland, U.S.A. 
Cooking, reading, outdoor sports. 

Eileen Snover, age 13. 77 E. Evergreen, Youngs- 
town, Ohio. Music. 








Glenn Dale Brion, age 13. Philippine Union Col- 
lege, Box 1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. Biking, 
swimming, skating, stamps, post cards. 

Evelyn Nora Brion, age 15. Philippine Union Col- 
lege, Box 1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. Music, 
stamps. 

Ruel Reyes, age 12. Philippine Union College, 
Box 1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. Music, outdoor 
sports, stamps, post cards. 


Kathy Lang, age 10. Cleveland, North Dakota, 
U.S.A. Stamps, pictures, house cleaning. 

Lloyd Gorbenko, age 13. Box 1243, Arelee, Sas- 
katchewan, Canada. Skating, skiing, riding horses, 
baseball. 

Daniel Rondini, age 12. 2935 East Layton Avenue, 
Cudahy, Wisconsin, U.S.A. Piano, outdoor sports, 
gardening. 

Eloise Barnes, age 12. Route 2, Box 226, Battle 
Ground, Washington, U.S.A. Horses, biking, stamps, 
animals, skating, reading, cooking. 

Donna Snover, age 11. 77 E. Evergreen Avenue, 
Youngstown 7, Ohio, U.S.A. Swimming, skating. 

Roger Shimmins, Route 1, Box 295, Lodi, Cali- 
fornia, U.S.A. Sports, cooking, baking, sewing, rais- 
ing chickens. 

Jane LeBaron, age 14. 1174 Ovington Road, Jack- 
sonville, Florida, U.S.A. Poodle dogs, swimming, dress 
styling. 

Marilee Holstar, age 11. 7145 Zelinda Drive, Fair 
Oaks, California, U.S.A. Horses, coins, reading. 

Joan Swingle, age 10. 5336 Winding Way, Car- 
michael, California, U.S.A. Horses, coins, organ, 
drawing. 

Patty Swingle, age 12. 5336 Winding Way, Car- 
michael, California, U.S.A. Horses, organ, art, stamps, 
reading. 

Jerileen West, age 11. 9315 S. E. Center, Port- 
land, Oregon, U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, reading, swim- 
ming. 

Charlene Fay Bel She, c/o Ray Walcott, Route 2, 
De Queen, Arkansas, U.S.A. Skating, reading, horses, 
biking. 

Louella Huston, Norridgewock, Maine, U.S.A. Skat- 
ing, stamps, sewing, arts, cooking. 

Teresa Jeffries, age 12. Box 366, Union, Oregon, 
U.S.A. Riding and caring for horses, baby-sitting, 
swimming, cooking. 

Wayne Sidorko, age 13. Box 292, Salmo, British 
Columbia, Canada. Stamps, music, skating, swim- 
ming. 

Sharon Hawthorne, age 12. 409 E. Cypress, Mon- 
rovia, California, U.S.A. Skating. 

Joyce Jean Duffy, age 11. Star Route, Magalia, 


California, U.S.A. Cooking, sewing, reading, coins, 
swimming. 








draw through the hole a foot of wire at a 
time. Then the machine would take a new 
hold. This left a mark on the wire every 
twelve inches. Ichabod improved the ma- 
chine so it would draw fifteen feet at a 
time. He continued to improve the machin- 
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ery until the daily output of a man rose 
from fifty to five hundred pounds. Later, a 
man could make 2,500 pounds of wire in a 
day in Ichabod’s factory. 

At this time a firm in England was mak- 
ing all the wire that was used for piano 
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strings. This English firm knew the secret 
for making this kind of wire and had kept 
the secret well for eighty years. No good 
piano wire was being made in the United 
States. Then John Chickering, the great 
piano manufacturer of New York, urged 
Washburn to manufacture piano wire. Icha- 
bod was ready to work on the problem, and 
he succeeded in making piano wire as good 
as, or better than, the wire the English firm 
produced. 

At one time Washburn’s factory was mak- 
ing fourteen miles of crinoline wire a day. 
This was wire so fine that 1000 wires laid 
side by side would not make a band an inch 
wide. 

Ichabod was a clean man. He despised 
strong drink and tobacco. He loved to work 
shoulder to shoulder with his men and let 
someone else sit in the office directing af- 
fairs. He believed that employers and em- 
ployees should work together and share 
alike in the profits. In the sufferings of his 
boyhood he had learned to pity the poor and 
the unfortunate. When he was wealthy he 
gave princely gifts to charities in order that 
the lives of people less favored might be 
happier. The name Ichabod never did fit 
him. 





Whales Are Exciting! 
From page 14 


one, shorter, but plumper, weighed 294,000 
pounds. 

If you live in an area where summer 
brings mosquitoes, wood ticks, or chiggers, 
you'll be surprised to know that whales have 
their unwelcome callers, too—sea lice and 
other small creatures that attach themselves 
to whales. Sea lice are annoying enough, 
but coronulae are worse, for they burrow 
deep into the whale’s layers of fat. 

No drugstore counter with insecticides 
is available to the whale, but he sometimes 
hustles off to a ship or a large wreck and 
rubs against it as an animal on land rubs 
against a tree. Sometimes whales zoom off 
to cooler regions of the seas, too, in an at- 
tempt to get rid of the pests. As the water 
grows colder, the small visitors leave. 

Sea birds are a boon to infested whales. 
The birds glide down when the whale comes 
to the surface and feast on the unwelcome 
visitors on his back. 

Most whale students say that a whale’s 





hearing is very acute, but his eyesight poor. 
Whales’ eyes, on the sides of the head, take 
in the scene to the left or right, but they 
can’t see straight ahead. 

Not only is the whale the largest animal 
in the world today but the killer whale is 
the fiercest. No wonder he’s called the wolf 
of the sea! Men cutting up one killer whale 
found its stomach contained 13 seals and 
14 porpoises! 

When Mr. Herbert F. Pointing, an ant- 
arctic explorer, was on one of his trips, he 
had a scary adventure. While he was stand- 
ing on an ice floe taking pictures, he saw a 
group of killer whales dive under the ice 
floe. In seconds the heads of the whales 
jutted up between broken sections of the 
ice and the whales began trying to shake the 
man off. Desperately, Mr. Pointing leaped 
from ice block to ice block and reached 
shore just as the head of one whale rose 
from the icy water and its jaws opened 
above the place the explorer had left sec- 
onds before. 

Could a whale swallow a man? Toothless 
whales can’t, because their throats are less 
than a foot across. But some whales could 
swallow a man easily. In 1891 sailors cap- 
tured a whale that had damaged one of their 
boats. They suspected that a missing com- 
rade had been swallowed by the whale. Sure 
enough, when they cut the creature open, 
they found their companion inside, uncon- 
scious, but still alive. The man recovered, 
but it is said that his skin was unnaturally 
white the rest of his life in the areas that 
were not protected by his clothing and 
where the whale’s digestive juices had 
touched his body. 

Most of us won’t go whale hunting, or see 
the amazing antics of whales. But it’s fun to 
hear and read about the biggest creatures on 
earth. 





Danger Mission 
From page 8 


strained toward it as he waved. Finally he 
could make out what the sun was glistening 
on. It was an oar! He could see the black 
streak of the hull of a boat. Someone was 
coming after all! Only a few minutes be- 
fore, he had thought all was lost; now he 
knew the Lord was going to see him through 
safely. 

He moved about on the pan as much as he 
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dared, waving frantically so he would be 
sure to be seen. When the boat got close 
enough Dr. Grenfell could see that the 
other men were waving too. They seemed 
even more excited than he was! When they 
were within shouting distance, one of them 
called out, “Don’t get excited! Keep on the 
pan where you are!” 

The men did not need to worry, Dr. 
Grenfell thought. He certainly was not 
planning to throw himself into the water, 
like Peter. A bath in that icy slob would be 
the most unwelcome thing he could 
think of. 

The volunteer group drew nearer. Finally 
the man in the bow leaped from the boat 
onto the ice pan and grasped both the doc- 
tor’s hands. Tears trickled unashamedly 
down the fisherman’s face. Such tears from 
strong men like these do a man honor. Dr. 
Grenfell knew that the fisherman’s emotion 
was not a sign of weakness. The men were 
overjoyed at being able to help their own 
missionary doctor in distress. 

When he was settled in the boat with 
his dogs and had swallowed a good warm 
drink, the doctor finally found his tongue. 
Up to now no one had spoken a word dur- 
ing the rescue from the pan, but the doctor 
could restrain himself no longer. 

“How did you happen to be out on the 
ice?” he asked. 

They told him the whole story. They had 
not “just happened” to be there. There 
had been many prayers, much love, and a 
lot of courage and hard work before the 
men had reached their objective. Now they 
must return safely. 

Slowly but steadily they made their way 
across the wide expanse of ice. When they 
would reach the larger pans someone would 
jump out and force the pans apart. Some- 
times it was necessary to haul the boat over 
the ice, dragging it slowly to the next soft 
spot where the ice had not jammed so 
tightly. 

The rescuers finally reached the mouth of 
the harbor. The doctor saw that all the vil- 
lagers were waiting along the shore. And it 
was evident that the, hand of Providence 
had been over them. God had kept the 
boisterous waves from swamping the boat. 
Now that the doctor was safe, the wind 
picked up again and the sea was heavy with 
swells once more. 

As Dr. Grenfell stood on the shore shak- 
ing hands with everyone, it was with grate- 
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ful hearts that the people realized that their 
doctor was back from the jaws of death to 
serve them again. 

Later, when the doctor had returned to the 
hospital at St. Anthony and was recuperat- 
ing from the ordeal on the ice, the boy 
whose life he had started out to save was 
brought to the mission hospital by boat, the 
sea being completely open by then. The 
operation was successful and the boy was 
soon well. 

In a few days life at St. Anthony was 
back to normal. Nothing seemed to have 
changed, except for a bronze tablet in the 
hallway of the hospital dedicated to Moody, 
Watch, and Spy, the three dogs who had 
given their lives for the doctor. Underneath 
were the words: 

“Not one of them is forgotten before 
your Father which is in heaven.” 

The first night that Dr. Grenfell went to 
sleep again in his own room at St. Anthony, 
there still rang in his ears the words of the 
hymn, “Thy will, not mine, O Lord.” And he 
who had dedicated his life to working for 
others in the wild, barren shore of Labrador 
felt that he knew a little better what it 
meant to go adventuring for Christ—that 
he knew what it was like to be on a danger 
mission. 


(The End) 


Plane Crash at Our Gate 
From page 3 


Major Miller’s plane. But, naturally, we did 
feel some disappointment at missing out on 
the exciting event. 

During the next few days we learned that 
to go to see the major land, great prepara- 
tions were being made to organize the 
school children, and the people could not 
understand why “old Mr. Honey” (my fa- 
ther) was such a queer “Sabbatarian” as to 
keep this treat from his family. “Baaie 
sneaks,” they said in the Afrikaans dialect, 
meaning, “very strange.” “Arme kinders,” 
they added—"“poor children.” 

However, for my father, this incident be- 
came a golden opportunity to talk to the 
neighbors about the true Sabbath, some- 
thing he always liked to do. 

On the great day, we heard the loud whistle 
of the train—loaded with school children— 
as it left the station a half mile away. Then 
as the train neared our homestead, we all 





went to the fence to wave to the “lucky” 
children in the coaches. No doubt they felt 
very sorry for us as they passed. 

Then came the greatest thrill of all—the 
sound of the airplane. Who picked up these 
sounds first I do not remember, but soon the 
plane was there—really and truly—'way up 
in the sky. A noisy scrap, it seemed to us, 
with double wings, flying right over our 
heads. The glimpse was all too fleeting. I 
felt I hardly saw it. Faster than it came into 
view, it was past us. Then mother gasped. 
“That thing is coming down; it is down!” 
She had hardly got the words out of her 
mouth when the plane disappeared. 

Dad realized that there was trouble. “We 
will probably find the plane beyond the 
gate.” He pointed to a gate about a mile 
away. “But I wonder what happened. Could 
Major Miller possibly be alive after a 
crash?” 

The African servant was summoned to 
saddle the horses, and in no time both dad 
and my brother were on their way to help. 

What seemed “only there on the other 
side of the gate” proved to be a distance of 
three miles. Sure enough, the plane was 
down. Major Miller was very pleased to see 
dad and said he was not hurt, just a bit 
shaken. But he was worried about the plane. 

“I can’t think why it had to come down,” 
he said. 

Could he ride a horse? dad asked him. It 
was a long way to walk back. Well, he would 
try. But sitting in a saddle was almost too 
far from the ground for his liking! 

“You must come home and stay with us 
till everything is fixed to your satisfaction,” 
dad said. “My wife will be only too pleased 
to welcome you, and so will the children!” 
(If he ever spoke the truth, it was then! ) 

As soon as possible, the oxen towed the 
plane to the farm, and I can still see in my 
mind’s eye that plane parked outside the 
fence around the homestead. 

To think it was actually there—the object 
of so much planning for so many hopeful 
people; the object of such great disappoint- 
ment for our little family. We had to pinch 
ourselves to believe that the pilot was really 
in our home with us! It was a thought too 
good to be true. Major Miller was staying in 
the home of that old Sabbatarian, Mr. Dick 
Honey, and on his farm, “Content”! 

Major Miller remained several days, it 
may even have been weeks. My memory 
does not serve me well at this stage. I 





“FLOWERS—GROWING PLANTS" 


May 


10. John 15:5 Abiding in Christ 
11. Ex. 20:12 Respect for parents brings promise 


of long life 
12. Rev. 2:7 Tree of life in Paradise of God 
13. Ps. 96:9 Worship the Lord in the beauty of 


holiness 

14. Ps. 104:24 The earth is full of God’s riches 

15. Isa.57:18 | The Lord comforts and heals 

16. Lev. 27:30 Tithe is paid on the fruit of the 
tree 








know he stayed long enough to share our 
Adventist way of life while enjoying the 
peace of the country atmosphere. “Such a 
lovely place,” he would say. “Such lovely 
fruit I have never tasted before, and the 
tomatoes are bigger than I have ever seen 
and so flavorful.” 

I well remember the privilege he gave us 
of climbing up into the cockpit of the plane. 
That was more than any of the school chil- 
dren would have been allowed to do at 
Kimberley. 

We felt we were part of an exciting, un- 
real adventure! Do you suppose we were 
sorry we could not go to Kimberley? More 
and more I have come to think that our 
farm had the right name after all. 


“IT Wish You Didn’t Live Here!” 
From page 5 


ways loved to “shop,” and the stores were 
only about ten blocks away. Ricky had 
walked that once or twice before, with Jack. 

Before she reached the telephone there 
was a loud ring. “Oh, maybe he’s hurt,” 
mother said. “Poor baby Ricky!” 

“Hi, Jacqueline!” It was daddy. “You're 
not looking for Rick, are you? He’s right 
down here with me. Came walking into the 
office just five minutes ago, T-shirt on back- 
wards and all!” To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath Schoo! Department of the General Conference E 


Theme for second quarter: "Famous Victories in the Bible" 


Vil—Defeat by 
and Victory 


(MAY 


Memory VERSE: “Hitherto hath the Lord 


helped us” (1 Samuel 7:12). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the Israelites’ victory over 
the Philistines, in 1 Samuel 7:3-13. Learn the 
memory verse and review it daily during the 
week. 


SUNDAY 
Israel Attacks the Philistines 


Open your Bible to 1 Samuel 4. 


Even after the children of Israel divided up 
the Promised Land, they were still troubled by 
some of the heathen people of Canaan. Among 
their bitterest enemies were the Philistines. 

In the days when Eli was nearing his end 
and Samuel was beginning his work as a 
prophet of the Lord, the Israelites decided to 
fight against their enemies. They did not wait 
for counsel from the Lord through either the 
prophet of God or the high priests, but took 
matters into their own hands. Read the outcome 
of this battle, in verses 1 and 2. 

The children of Israel had not been giving 
God the respect that was due Him. Many times 
through Eli messages had been given them to 
return to the true worship of God, but the 
Israelites had shrugged their shoulders and 
gone their own selfish ways. Now a time of 
judgment was about to come to them. Events 
were to take place that would help them turn 
once more to the true God and acknowledge 
Him as their only leader. 


0) NTOK r) 


the Philistines 
Over Them 


16) 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 582, par. 3. 

THINK! Is God giving you a chance to make 
wrong things right? 


Pray not to neglect any opportunity to do 
right and follow God as you should. 
MONDAY 


The Ark Is Taken 

Open your Bible to 1 Samuel 4. 

The Israelites were greatly distressed at this 
defeat. They could not understand it. They felt 
they were the chosen nation and that God 
should have protected them. They forgot that 
His protection was theirs only on condition that 
they live according to His commandments. 

They had an idea! They would take something 
into battle that they felt would guarantee vic- 
tory for them. Look in verse 3 and find what it 
was. 

They did not consider that the ark was only 
to be moved under the direction of God, nor did 
they consider that it was only a sign of His 
presence among them. They fetched the ark 
from where it was kept in Shiloh and took it 
right to the front lines. A shout went up when 
it was borne in triumph to the battlefield, and 
the Philistines were at a loss to account for the 
rejoicing. When they heard the reason, they 
were afraid. Read what they said, in verses 7 
and 8. 

Perhaps the fact that the Israelites had a 
seeming advantage spurred them on to greater 
effort, but anyway, the Philistines won the day. 
You can read about the conflict, in verse 10, and 
what they did with the ark, in verse 11. 








There was terrible mourning in Israel at the 
loss of the ark to their enemies. The news of its 
loss and of the death in battle of his two sons 
resulted in the death of Eli. He was ninety- 
eight years of age, and the news was too much 
of a shock for him. Israel without the ark of 
God—the symbol of His presence! It was a 
tragedy without parallel! 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 583, pars. 2, 3; p. 584. 

TuHinkK! Do you let yourself feel safe just 
because you belong to the Seventh-day Advent- 
ist family or because you belong to a Seventh- 
day Adventist church or school? 


Pray to be aware that faith in God and 
obedience to His commandments are the only 
things that bring us His blessing and protec- 
tion. 


TUESDAY 
In the Hands of the Philistines 


Open your Bible to 1 Samuel 5. 


The Philistines proudly carried the ark to 
Ashdod, one of their biggest cities. They too 
thought that it would bring them luck—not 
realizing that it was reverence and love for God 
that brought His blessing. They put it into the 
temple of Dagon, an idol that was half fish and 
half man. Read what they found when they 
went to the temple the next morning, in 
verse 3. 

The next morning the idol was found on the 
ground again, with its head and hands cut off! 

Then another strange thing happened. The 
inhabitants of the city were struck with a 
plague that was both distressing and fatal. In 
verse 8 find what the lords of the Philistines 
decided to do. 

So they moved the ark to Gath, but the 
plague broke out there too. When the people of 





The priests were amazed to see that Dagon had fallen 
down in front of the ark and had lost hands and head. 





Gath protested against having the ark, it was 
taken to another city, to Ekron. But the people 
of Ekron knew the story, and they did not 
want the ark either. Read what they said, in 
verse 11. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 586. 

THINK how the Philistines 
the ark as a sort of charm. 

RESOLVE to look to the living God when you 
are in trouble. 


had looked upon 


WEDNESDAY 
The Ark Goes Back to Israel 


Open your Bible to 1 Samuel 6. 

For seven months the ark remained in the 
land of the Philistines. They were anxious to 
get rid of it, however, for it had brought them 
only misfortune. At a committee meeting they 
decided on a course. They would send it back 
unaccompanied. They would put it on a new 
cart and attach to it two cows that had never 
drawn a cart, and they would let them be free 
to go where they would. They decided that if 
it went in the direction of Beth-shemesh, the 
nearest Levite city, then they would know that 
the God of Israel had been behind the events 
of the past few months. You will be able to see 
whether the cows did go to Beth-shemesh by 
reading verses 12 and 13. 

A great welcome was given the sacred ark, 
but unfortunately the men of Beth-shemesh did 
not treat it with the reverence they had been 
taught to show for holy things. They looked 
inside of it, and this resulted in the death of 
many of their number. 

“The survivors were not led by this judgment 
to repent of their sin, but only to regard the ark 
with superstitious fear. Eager to be free from its 
presence, yet not daring to remove it, the Beth- 
shemites sent a message to the inhabitants of 
Kirjath-jearim, inviting them to take it away. 
With great joy the men of this place welcomed 
the sacred chest. They knew that it was the 
pledge of divine favor to the obedient and faith- 
ful. With solemn gladness they brought it to 
their city, and placed it in the house of 
Abinadab, a Levite. This man appointed his 
son Eleazar to take charge of it, and it re- 
mained there for many years.”—Patriarchs and 
Prophets, p. 589. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 588; p. 589, pars. 1, 2. 

THINK! Do you regard with the reverence 
due them the sacred things that speak of God— 
the Bible, the church, and its appointments? 


Pray to have a spirit of reverence for all that 
belongs to God and to His worship. 


THURSDAY 
The Defeat of the Philistines 


Open your Bible to 1 Samuel 7. 


But God had not deserted His people—even 
though by their neglect and disobedience they 
had greatly disappointed Him. They had 
learned a lesson when the ark was lost to them. 
They were ready when Samuel gave them a 
message. Verse 3 will tell you what he told 
them. 

So they put away the false gods, Baalim and 
Ashtaroth, and served the true God. Samuel 


suggested having a special consecration meet- 
ing at Mizpeh. 
“Here a solemn fast was held. With deep 


humiliation the people confessed their sins; and 
as an evidence of their determination to obey 
the instructions they had heard, they invested 
Samuel with the authority of judge.”—Patri- 
archs and Prophets, p. 590. 
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Word of a great gathering at Mizpeh came to 


the ears of the Philistines, and they were afraid 
and thought the children of Israel were plan- 
ning a campaign against them. So they prepared 
for battle. When the children of Israel realized 
that the Philistines were coming against them, 
they were afraid. They pleaded with Samuel 
to pray for them. Read their request in verse 8. 

This time the Israelites went forward con- 
scious of their dependence on God, not con- 
fident in themselves or superstitious about what 
the ark could do for them, and in this condition 
the Lord was able to bless them. You can read 
how the battle went, in verses 10 and 11. 

To commemorate the victory that the Lord 
gave them, Samuel set up a memorial near 
Mizpeh and called the place Ebenezer, saying, 
“Hitherto hath the Lord helped us.” 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
pp. 590, 591 

Tuink! Are you able to say in _ sincerity, 
as the children of Israel said, “Hitherto hath 
the Lord helped us’? 

Pray always to remember the way the Lord 
has helped you and to let the memory of His 
help in the past give you faith for the future. 


FRIDAY 
TELL WHAT HAPPENED 





at the first clash with the Philistines. (1 
Samuel 4:1, 2.) 

when the Israelites took the ark into battle 
with them. (1 Samuel 4:11.) 

when the news of the taking of the ark was 
carried to the priest Eli. (1 Samuel 4: 
16-18.) 

when the ark was put up in the temple of 
Dagon. (1 Samuel 5:3, 4.) 

when it was taken to Gath. (1 Samuel 5:8, 9.) 

when the Philistines sent the ark back to 
Israel on a new cart drawn by two cows 
unused to a yoke. (1 Samuel 6:12.) 

when the men of Beth-shemesh looked into 
the ark. (1 Samuel 6:19.) 

when the ark was taken to Kirjath-jearim. (1 
Samuel 7:1.) 

when Samuel made an appeal to the Israelites 
to give up their false gods. (1 Samuel 7:4.) 

when they had a meeting at Mizpeh. (1 
Samuel 7:6, 7.) 

when the two nations met in battle while 
Samuel prayed for the Israelites. (1 Samuel 
7:9-11.) 

after the great victory over the Philistines. 
(1 Samuel 10:12.) 

Review the memory verse. 


Friday night reading: A. S. Maxwell, 
Bible Story, vol. 3, pp. 155-159. 


The 








“I Wish You Didn’t Live Here!” 
From page 19 


“Oh, Ed, he ran away. We've just called 
the police and everything. I was ready to call 
you the minute the phone rang. But he’s 
safe! That’s what counts!” 

“I'll bring him home in a minute,” daddy 
said. “He told me he had come down to 
‘live with me’!” 

Mother hung up and dropped into a 
chair. “He’s all right, Jack. Down at daddy's 
office. Said he went down there to ‘live’ 
with daddy. What do you suppose made 
him say a thing like that?” 

Jack blushed, but he decided he'd better 
tell the truth. “I’m ashamed of it now,” he 
admitted after he had told her the mean 
thing he said to Ricky. “Do you suppose I 
can make it up to him some way, Mom?” 

Daddy’s car drove up to the curb right 
then. Mother and Jack rushed for the front 
door just as daddy carried Ricky up the 
steps. “Here he is, all safe and sound!” 


“Oh, Ricky,” mother was saying. “You 
naughty, naughty boy for scaring us so.” She 
took Ricky from daddy’s arms and hugged 
him. 

Jack leaned down to the little boy. “Jack 
loves you, too, Ricky. Don’t ever run away 
again, please.” 

Ricky looked up into his face. “Love me? 
Love me?” He slid off mother’s lap. “Come 
play wif me?” and he started running for 
the back door. 

Jack knew what that meant. The sandbox 
again! Somehow, though, it was different 
this time. Maybe he could show Rick how 
to build real houses and roads, the kind 
that wouldn’t squash right down when they 
had a little weight on them. 

Yes, maybe Rick was kind of a nice little 
guy after all. Jack would see if he couldn’t 
learn to be the kind of big brother Ricky 
wouldn’t want to run away from again. 
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Juniors Look Ahead! 


Swimming ... Stories... Hikes... 
Track and Trail . . . Nature Study . . . Fun Galore! 


Let LIFE & HEALTH 
Help YOU Go to Camp! 


HERE’S HOW: Any Junior boy or girl who sells only 15 subscriptions to LIFE AND 
HEALTH at $3.50, or 150 single copies at 35 cents, and turns in the full price to his 
Book and Bible House will be credited with $26.25 on his camp expense, official uni- 
form, and extra expense money. 


ACT TODAY! — 


Write or phone your conference MV secretary or publishing x 
department secretary for further information and supplies. = 9 
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BEN ABA, the Camel, No. 10-By Harry Baerg 
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1. The camel train was now traveling through country 
occupied by hostile Indians, and it was necessary to 
take all precautions for safety. 2. Lieutenant Beale 
was a capable leader, for he had been in the Indian 
wars with Kit Carson, and he saw to it that guards 


4. To give his company a lesson that they would not 
easily forget he fired his pistol and gave a real In- 
dian war whoop. 5. The result showed that the camp 
was far from asleep for he was met with a hail of 
bullets, and his horse fled in terror. 6. Miles away 

















7. The next day a search party of his men hunted 
all over the surrounding hills and found Beale. 8. Be- 
fore the survey trip was over, several of the officers 
and men became fond of riding the camels, and Ben 
Aba was a general favorite. 9. Lieutenant Beale was 


were on duty every night. 3. One night he came back 
to camp late after searching for a water hole, and 
it seemed to him that the whole camp was asleep. 
It was easy for men to relax when they had not 
been attacked, but it was also very dangerous. 


from camp the horse stumbled in the dark and threw 
its rider. The horse eventually wandered back to 
camp, but poor Beale was injured and could not 
travel. His trick had backfired on him, and now he 
had to spend the rest of the night out on the desert. 

















very much taken with Sied. This white racing camel 
became his special mount, and he even learned to 
speak Syrian in order to converse with him as he 
rode along. The experiment had proved that camels 
were useful and well adapted to the western desert. 





